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The attack of pleurisy was serious. For a fortnight Jean was in
danger. The Papal Zouave spent forty-eight hours at the Presbytery
and agreed with Monsieur Calou that it would be better not to say
anything to the Countess. If she were told that the boy had a bad
attack of bronchitis she wouldn't worry. Mountain treatment was
not then in vogue, and was only very rarely prescribed. The doctor
summoned from Bordeaux said that the smell of pines was the best
possible thing in such cases, and advised the Colonel to accept
Monsieur Calou's offer. The Cure had undertaken to coach die boy
for his examination, and to get him through in two years without
any danger of overworking him. But what ultimately decided die
Papal Zouave was his dislike of the idea of sending his nephew back
to a school which had recently been dishonoured by "the scandal of
Monsieur Puybaraud's marriage."

The evening on which it was decided to leave Jean at Baluzac, the
Cure wished ardently that God was still incarnate, so that he might
have kissed His hands and embraced His feet in token of gratitude.
Jean maintained a hostile silence, and never opened his mouth except
to ask for what he wanted in a hard, overweening tone. Monsieur
Calou knew nothing about what had happened at Balauze, but he
could see that the boy had suffered a terrible shock. How the wound
had been inflicted, and with what weapon, he would learn later. Or
perhaps he wouldn't It did not matter- What mattered was to
prevent the infection from spreading. At dusk he sat by tie dozing
boy and asked him whether he didn't dread a winter spent at
Baluzac. Jean replied that anything was better than Monsieur
Rausch, but that he was sorry he couldn't "bash his face in," as he
had meant to do.

The Cure pretended to think he was joking. "Just you wait till
you see what a lovely blaze I get going when we're working and
reading in the evenings. We'll take notes and drink walnut juice,
while the west wind roars in the pines and flings rain against the
shutters... /"

In a voice quite unlike his own, Jean said that "there wouldn't be
jnuct love knocking around,**